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Memories Ch. | 


Author's Notes: 
Oscar Dronjak was a math professor at a college before Hammerfall formed. All parties are over I8 (no 
underage sex) and this story, places, events and all characters except Oscar Dronjak (who did not really have 


this happen) are figments of my warped imagination. No money is being made, don't sue. Thanks! 


Sometimes | sit back and think about what happened to my former students after | left teaching. Or rather 
one student in particular, Sara Sveningsson, who made quite a serious impact on my life in more ways than 
one. She was a meek quiet nineteen year old who was covered in bruises that she tried to cover with makeup 


(poorly, | might add, as even | could tell she had them). 


Being her teacher, | tried to get a teacher/student relationship going but she would barely say a word to 
anyone, least of all myself or any other man when | met her in my last year of being a math professor as 
the local university, and every time | saw her in class and tried to say "Hello" or "Nice job" for a a good 
grade..or for that matter, any time | talked to her, no matter what | would say, no matter what | would do, 


she still treated me as though | was going to lunge at her headfirst with a weapon at any minute. 


Being deeply concerned for my student (as | was for all of them), | pondered over what | could do to help her 
for a good long time, and the morning of my next class day while showering to go to work, | came up with the 
idea to hold a meeting with her in my office right after class let out that day and to find out if | could, the 


cause of her fear. 


Coming early to class that day, | took my seat at the huge desk at the front of the classroom and waited, 
knowing that she was always the first to come to class and that my request for a student/teacher meeting 
then would not humiliate her in front of her peers. 


And | was right, because no sooner than | had taken a seat at my desk in front of the classroom, she was 


coming into the room about ID minutes early. 
"Sara, | need to talk to you." | called to her as she walked in 
"Yes, Mr. Dronjak, what is it?" she asked, standing about 3 feet away from me and staring at her feet. 


"| feel as though something is going on in your life that has nothing to do with me and you are projecting it 
onto me. | have done nothing to you and | want to help you, and that is why | have scheduled a meeting in my 
office today at 3 PM. between you and | to figure out a way to correct this before it becomes a real threat 
to our teacher/student relationship. Any questions?" | said as | looked straight at her. 


"Yes, sir," she spoke quietly, "Why are you picking on me? All| want is for you to leave me alone like everyone 
else in this place does." 


Upon hearing this, | have to admit that | was upset and insulted, but the educator in me took over and as | 
had seen this before, my insult turned to empathy as | said, "No one is picking on you. | am concerned that 
you are not reaching your full potential as a person by shutting people out because a few have treated you 
badly, and this is why | would like to see you in Room II4, Social Sciences building today at 3 o'clock today. 
However, if anything | say or ask makes you truly uncomfortable, just tell me and I'll move on to something 
else, ok?" 


Surprisingly enough, Sara agreed to my request and even sat at the front of the class that day and even 
though | tried to call on her to answer in front of the class, she refused but did look up at the front of the 
class for the first time that day as | spoke. 


After class let out, gathering my materials, | walked to my office and waited, half expecting her not to even 
show up but a few minutes later there she was. 


"Hello Mr. Dronjak, I'm here." she said nervously and looked for a place to sit that was far enough away from 


me. 


Being someone who tried to understand my students, | had a feeling she wouldn't want to sit close and that is 


why | cleared off the old leather sofa on the other side of my office and made sure to be in my office chair 


when | told her where she would be sitting. 
Starting the conversation, | spoke softly, "You know why you're here right?" 


"You're going to put me out of class for getting a D on the last paper, right?" she asked as she looked at me 


earnestly. 


"No, you're here because | want to know why you are always so jumpy around everyone in this school and 
why a smart young woman like you doesn't want to show off what | see in your homework papers every time 


| grade them. In a nutshell, why you push people who obviously want to care about you away." 


Sitting there for a minute, she finally spoke in reply, obviously hesitant to tell me but wanting so badly to let 
it out. Speaking slowly, she spoke, "I am like | am because no one cares. My stepfather beats me, my mother 


stands there and lets him. This has gone on since | was five." 
"And how does this affect how you feel about other men who aren't your stepfather?" | asked gently. 


"He has made me afraid of all men and that is why I've been treating you the way | have" she said as she 
looked apologetically at me. 


"Whoa," | thought, "so this is why she hates me and all other men so much. Because she is abused by her 
father and | am male. Well, in order to help her, I'm going to have to show her not every male who tries to 


interact with her wants to hurt her." 


Finally | was able to speak again, as | said, "Ok, tell you what. | would like to be your friend as well as your 
teacher and | want you to trust me, but there can be no trust if we don't communicate so here's what we'll 
do if you will agree: We'll continue these once-a-week meetings and if ever you trust me enough, anytime you 
need someone to get you out of the house or just to talk, here's my cell phone number. Day or night, l'm 
there, and you never have to use it if you feel uncomfortable doing so. Or if you want, feel free to stop by 


my office anytime. It's your choice." as | handed her a piece of paper that contained the number. 
She looked at me suspiciously, but | guess she figured, "Where else can | turn?" because the next day she 
walked up to me in class, thanked me for caring when no one else did and a the first time she had ever spoken 


to me without standing a mile away. 


A couple of weeks passed and through our meetings, she started opening up more to the point where she was 


actually speaking to other classmates and even making friendly acquaintances. 


| was proud of her and happy that she wasn't so afraid anymore and thought that maybe one day she'd have 


the courage to leave her stepfather's home for good instead of just telling me she wanted to. 


Even though she called me nightly and came to my office to "just hang out" almost every day, | felt | hadn't 


fully gained her trust but | desperately wanted to because | realized one very strange thing: | was falling hard 
for this girl that | wanted to help, and | could tell she wanted to trust me because she liked me too and had 


started paying more attention to how she looked whenever we would have our weekly meetings. 


And after about two months of fruitless effort, it finally happened. | gained her complete and total trust. It 
seemed, since gaining self-confidence and dressing better, she had encountered a young man that had cornered 


her in the parking lot, ready to pounce. 


| was walking to my car after class when | heard a scream of sheer and utter terror. Looking over to see 
Sara attempting to fight off her attacker, | abandoned my plans to go home just then and ran towards the 


man, knocking him on his ass in one fell swoop. 


Sitting on his chest, | yelled in brutal anger, "You leave her the fuck alone or next time I'll make you wish you'd 
never been born!" | then got up, dusted off my suit and said to Sara, "Sorry you had to see me do this, but 


he was going to..well you know. You need a ride home or something?" 


"Actually, yeah | do" she smiled and walked beside me, not even afraid as my hand accidentally brushed hers as 


| opened the car door for her. 
"Where do you want to go?" | asked her gently. 


"Anywhere but home. How about Martin's Dam? | used to love going there with my grandmother as a child" 
she replied as | pulled down a side street taking her to the park she had specified. 


Looking into my eyes, she said, "I never thought | could trust anyone especially not a man but when you came 
and saved me today, you showed me | could. Thanks for making have that meeting with you two months ago. | 
know l'm not going to be in your class too much longer, since the semester is almost over but I'd like to go 
out sometime, if that's ok?" 


"Yeah, I'd like that." | said softly and to my surprise she yawned and laid her head on my shoulder as | opened 


my sunroof and we looked up at the stars. 

"They're so beautiful’, she said. 

"You're so beautiful", | corrected as | held her close to me, wanting this moment to last forever. 

This was the turning point in our relationship, as | was soon taking her out on weekends and even picking her 


up and driving her to school, and a few months later after my semester as her teacher, she even started 


coming to hang out at my apartment to be close to me. 


And a few months later, we started going away together on weekends. | thought | loved her, but one thing she 
never did was say "| love you." And honestly, after four months of dating and her past as an abuse victim, | 


didn't expect that to come so easily to her. Or myself. 


Just then, | heard Sara's distinctive soft knocking only to come to the door and find her grinning ear to ear. 


Smiling back and kissing her, | said, "What happened? You win the lottery, baby?" 
"No, even better," she said, "I got a job and got out my stepfather's house. | have my own apartment." 
"Great," | said, happy for her, "But why didn't you come stay here with me? | have plenty of room." 


"No, Oscar," she said, "now is not the right time to be discussing living together. I'm crazy about you and you 
about me, but lets wait a few more months, ok? But | do want to spend the night with you for the first time 
Tonight. | want you to hold me close as | sleep. | love you and want you to be my first", she said as she sat 


down next to me, pushed my long black hair to one shoulder and kissed my neck. 


Smiling at her, | whispered, "I love you more", surprising myself by actually meaning it after what | originally 
thought was too short of a time frame. | then kissed her back and led her to my bedroom and undressed her 
as gently as | could as she tossed my t-shirt to the floor and slid my sweatpants off of me. 


Gently laying her down on the bed, | admired her body as | kissed her lips, her neck, her breasts and stomach. 
| then went back up to her right breast, took the nipple into my practiced mouth and sighed contentedly as | 
sucked and licked, looking lovingly into her hazel eyes. 


She responded by moaning, gasping quietly and taking my cock in her hand and stroking me softly and gently as 
she looked back at me and kissed me on top of my head. 


Speeding up my pace, | kept going and she kept touching, and soon began squirming against my b'T frame, which 
could only mean that she was ready to go further. 


So | stopped what | was doing, blew on her nipple a couple more times, removed her hand, gently spread her 
legs and slid between them, and as | had expected, her eyes registered a small amount of fear so | looked up. 
"Sara, you want me to stop? We don't have to do this if you don't want to," | said as | kissed her inner thigh. 
"No, | want to," she said, "ever since that day we first kissed, | knew | wanted you to be my first" 

My heart stopped for a second as | placed my mouth on her clit and within seconds, licking and sucking her 
with ferocity | didn't even know | had in me. And about fifteen minutes later, she was shaking and squirming 


and her juice was soaking my face. 


And a few minutes after that, she was curled up against me on the bed, sighing, "Oh Oscar, that was so great. 


| love you." 


| looked at her and said "I love you too Sara, would you like to try this on me. You can stop at any time, ok?" 


With that, she smiled that smile | had learned to love and slid down between my legs, and as she licked for a 
while and then alternated it with sucking for awhile, | felt a rush of heat go through my body and was soon 


screaming in sexual ecstasy as she swallowed and smiled at me, imploring me to kiss her. 


Now, | know that most men refuse to kiss a woman who has just given them oral, but | don't mind it. After all, 
if a woman loves me enough to go down on me, then | love her enough to kiss her after she does so | gently 
took Sara into my arms, pulled her against me and gently pressed my lips against her warm mouth and softly 
and lovingly explored her tongue with my own. 


Lying there, we must have kissed for at least twenty minutes, until finally she broke the kiss, came up for air, 
yawned softly and slid down until her head was on my chest and fell asleep. 


Holding her close and looking at her face, which still had small cuts and a black eye, | felt a mixture of love for 
her and anger for what her father had done. | still wanted to kill him for it but as long as she was with me, | 


could restrain my temper since he would never touch her again. | would make sure of that. 


